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" How Dick Stanmore Kept Silent

By ADA M. STEAD.
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The hot burning rays of an Australian
sun beat flercely into the lttle log hut
where Jack Enderby lay dying. The angry
had been succeeded by a
sallor and the labored breath came

faash of fever

in guick panting sobs from his breast. By
his side, holding his emaciated hand In
hie sirong, firm clasp, sat Dick Stanmore,

d chum and partner, who waited on |
y mare than a woman's tenderness,
a handsome glant, with tawny
anda mustache, dressed In the typical
! a gold-digger, blue canvas shirt

e
. 4

f_. at the neck, aud trousers that had
once been white, was sad at heart, for the
doctor from the little township of War-
rabuloo, had twld him his friend could
not pos==ibly live to see another sun rise.
Suddenly the dying man spoke in a soft

whisper that cou!d hardly be heard:
Dick, old friend, when I am gone, you'll

¢y hoeme and look after Elsie. I know I
trust you to Jdo so. Give her my half
of our sewvings, with my dJdearest love.

Looking back now, I see what a miserable

mistake [ made in leaving England, but it

done for her sake. Waste no time
after 1 am gone, dear boy, for her father
is an ol man, aod alling, and his small

wowme dies with him. Give me a drink,”
he murmured faintly, *“this dreadful thirst
concumes me."’

Dick gently raised his head, and he drank
the water greedily, then, after a short sil-
ence, he conlinued:

“Before I sleep. I have another request
to m I went you to find another hid-
ing-place for the dust, Dick; somehow I
feel uneasy about it, and wish we had sent
it of to Melbourne last month with the
transport. Can you not think of any likely

alge.

piace.

To humor his dying friend, Dick went
to a corner of the hut, and taking down
some logs that formed a partition, drew out
sod-sized flat tin box, saying as he did
{ it will make you any easler, Jack,
When
1 wae rabbit-shooting a few weeks ago, I
discovered a hole among the roots of those
cucalyptus trees over yonder that might
have been made for it; it is quite concealed
from view by the stones and the coarse
grass that grows there; no one would possi-
biv dream of it as a hiding-place.”
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“Take it at once,” gasped his friend,
eagerly. *I can die easler if 1 know it is
safe: don't even confide in Pete, honest

though I belleve him to be.”
satlstied smile passed over his worn
features, as Dick left the hut, carrying
away the box and its precious contents.
Dick carefully deposited it in its hiding-
place without anyone being the wiser, for it
was a lonely region where he and Enderby
had been working for the last three years,
The Black Gulch Gully, as it was called,
was indeed, a desolate and dreary spot,
The two friends had pegged out a clalm,
and worked hard for three years. At first
fallure to follow their efforts (the
diggers In the surrounding districts often
wondered at their persistence in stopping
there), but this last vear they had been
successful, and had just planned a return
to England, where Jack had left his young

=seemed

wife with her old father, when he was
struck down with fever and pneumonia,
owing to getting drenched to the skin in a
violent thunderstorm. Naturally of a

frail constitution, the hardships of his life
had weakened him considerably, so when
the illness came he soon succumbed to it.

The two had been great friends in Eng-
land, and both had been in love with the
same woman; but even when Dick saw En-
derby preferred to himself, his friendship
for the latter was not diminished in the
least, and when Jack, smitten by the gold

craze and anxious to be rich, threw up
his situation in a provincial banking house
for the Australian gold flelds, Dick speedily
followed him and shared In his misfor-
tunes,

As the doctor had predicted, Jack did not
lilve to see another day dawn, but passed
away quletly in his sleep shortly after mid-
night, and Dick, who was bending over
his bed, fancled he heard him whisper,
“Elsie.”

A few days after his death, Dick, who
looked sad and depressed, sent off his little
black boy Pete to Warrabuloo with a note
to a chum there, Fitzsimmons by name,
offering him his clalm, and telling him
of his intention of leaving for England
ghortly, and then he sat down to write let-
ters—a business he was not very fond of.
Jack had generally acted as scribe. The
letter to Mrs. Enderby, telling her of her
husband’s death, welghed terribly on his
mind, but it must be sent off by the next
malil. His thoughts wandered off to the
quiet little street in Chester, where she
lived with her aged father. Poor girl!
How broken-hearted she would be at his
news! Her husband’s last letter was writ-
ten just before his fatal iliness and was
penned in the best of s=pirits; he prepared
her for their home-coming in a short time,
and pictured a rosy future.

Mecanwhile Pete was making his way
across the short scrub-like grass to the
township of Warrabuloo, which was about
eight miles away. The lad whistled and
sang as he went along. He was as mis-
chievous as a monkey, and as active as a
squirrel. Towards Dick, who had rescued
him from the brutality of a cruel grand-
father, his devotion knew no bounds, and
he would have gladly laid down his life,
I? by doing so he could have benefited his
beloved master,

When he had proceeded about three miles
his sharp ear told him that horsemen were
coming that way—the acute hearing of the
Australian black fellow is something mar-
velous—and presently two riders came into
view. Strangers were rare in that lonely
region, for it was earlyx in the sixtles, and
Pete wondered what might be their busi-
ness,

The foremost rider, a man with a
slouched palmleaf hat worn low over his
dark sinister face, dismounted when he saw
the and leading his horse over the
short brown grass asked if they were any-
where near the Black Gulch claim, where
Dick Stanmore was working; and upon
Pete replying that he was Stanmore’s boy,
the strarger seized him roughly by the
arm, and spatching the note Dick had writ-
ten from his belt tossed it to the second
rider, saying peremptorily: “Read it out,
Mike, let’s hear what the chap has to say.”
Then turning to Pete, who was wriggling
and twisting in his grasp like an eel, he
snarled savagely: “Be quiet, you little
devil, or I'll put a bullet through your
skull"

The other stranger, whose physiognomy
Was undoubtedly thal of a low-type Irish-
man, tore open the note, and as he read
€xclaimed with an oath: *“Begorra! Joe,
were Just In toime; he's taking the pile to
Melbourne next week:” then turning to
Pete he asked angrily: “Say, ye young limb
of Satan, where does yer boss kape his
&9ld? Can't ye spake?” 0
But poor Pete was incapabl
£ eyes ur ' well
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teeth were chattering like a palr of casta-
nets,

“I'll soon put a bullet In his cursed car-
cass if he doesn't speak,” sald the man
who was holding him.

“No, don't shoot, Joe,'" sald the other
hastily; “it moight give warning over yon-
der. Let's tie him up to that gum tree
there; he'll be safe enough; it's not often
any one passes this way, and he’'ll have a
lively time of it with the ants,” this with a
diabolical laugh.

No sooner sald than done, and poor Pete
found kimself tightly bound with cord to a
tree trunk a few yards distant from the
parrow path. He shivered at the cruel
prospect before him; it would have been
more merciful if the men had killed him
outright than to leave him to die of a
lingering, horrible death.

“Ta-ta, me son,” laughed the Irishman as
they rode off; “shall I give yer compliments
to yer masther?”

Dick was busily engaged with his corre-
spondence when a shadow cast across his
rude table and made him look up hastily.
He had heard no sound, and was surprised
to see a stranger standing in the doorway;
not 4 very prepossessing stranger either,
he thought. The man looked tired and
worn out, and said with a weary volce:
“Good afternoon, mate, can you tell me
how far I am from the Warrabuloo town-
chip? I have lost the track, and am dead-
beat; I've tramped all the way from Mc-
Gillicuddy Guleh,” (Dick looking down
saw his boots were covered with yellow
dust, artfully added after the encounter
with’ Pete) “and I should take it kindly if
you would give me a drink of tea before
1 start again."

The gold digger is proverblally hospit-
able, so asking the stranger to come in,
Dick got up and reaching the billy from
the nail was just in the act of putting in
a handful of tea, when a slight click made
kim look up hastily, to find the newcomer
standing over him, holding a pistol to his
head. The weary look had departed, and
2 cool evil smile had taken its place.
“Neatly done, wasn't it, mate?"" he sald,
and whistled loudly. A second figure en-
tered the hut, the disreputable Irishman
to whom the first said, “Quick, Mike, with
the ropes: no you don't,’”” he continued, as
Dick made a sudden movement towards
the shelf where his brace of pistols was
depositad, “no tricks of that kind with
Mexican Joe, unless you wish to have your
brains scattered about the floor.”

At that dreaded name Dick shuddered,
strong man as he was, for “"Mexican Joe"
was a noted bushranger, who had the repu-
tation of being the cruellest and most
daring of the fraternity; a large price was
set upon his head, but hitherto he had
baffled all attempts made to capture him.
Dick, looking into the dark sinister face
bent above him, feit there was no mercy
to be found there. With a dexterous twist
of the ropes, Mike had fastened him se-
curely in his chair, and he was as helpless
as a little ckild.

“Now to business, Mister Stanmore, for
we've no time to waste,” the bushranger
faid placing his pistol on the table beside
him. *“I daresay you're wondering why 1I've
favored you with a call. The fact is, me
and my mate here, Mike Brady, have taken
a fancy for your little pile, and wish to
save you the trouble of =ending it to Mel-
bourne, so if you would save your skin tell
us where it is without any fuss."

He took up the pistol and handled it in a
significant manner. How thankful Dick
felt that he had listened to Enderby and
had found a secure hiding place for the
gold; these wretches should never know
where it was hidden, never, he thought,
biting his pale lips, and in answer to their
threatening looks sald “Search!'”

With muttered curses the men searched
the hut in frantic haste, upsetting every-
thing, turning out the contents of the little
cupboard, and tearing up the boards that
composed the rude flooring; they then
turned their attention to the outhouse
where Dick kept his fuel and mining tools.
Through the thin partition he heard them
cursing and swearing as they pulled the
things about. How long Pete was in re-
turning! He ought to be back soon, bring-
ing Fitzsimons with him; pray God they
might come in time,

The men returned Into the hut fn a short
time, with a look of baffled rage and anger
on their faces. Striding up to his prisoner,
with a =avage volce Mexican Joe ex-
claimed, “We've had about enough of this
fooling; tell us where you have hidden the
dust and we'll let you go free, but, by —,
if you don’t you shall repent it with every
nerve in your body. I wasn't a prisoner
for three years with the Apache Indians
for nothing. I have learnt some of their
little ways, and know how to make a stub-
born person speak. Come, answer!"” Then
as Dick said nothing, but looked steadily
at him, he said with a sneer, “You needn’t
be expecting your little devil of a nigger
back; we met him on the way and stopped
his little game. So waste no more time;
I've given you your last chance.”

Dick’'s heart sank when he heard that
Pete had been stopped. No doubt these
brutes had murdered the poor faithful lad.
In that brief moment his thoughts turned
on Elsie and England; no, for her sake, he
would never divulge the secret, whatever
these wretches did.

The bushranger must have read this de-
termination az he encountered Dick's calm,
contemptuous gaze, for he called out to his
mate in an angry voice, I see it's no use
arguing any more with this fine gentleman,
Mike, s0 we must try other means to make
him speak. Bring me a light here.”

“Ay, Joe, I reckon he'll folad his tongue
soon enough if he gets a taste of foire,”
said the other, with a hoarse laugh: *“ye've
brought two or three to their sinses wid
that before to-day.” '

We must draw a curtain over the scene
that followed, it was too sickening to re-
late. Suffice it to say that poor Dick,
tortured with fiendish cruelty till he almost
lost consciousness, refused to give the
slightest clew to the hiding-place of the
precious gold, the loss of which would
mean so much to Jack's widow. Furious
and baflled, the two villains stood beside
their helpless victim and consulted to-
gether as to the best means of getting to
know Dick's secret.

“Curse him!" cried Joe, furiously, *I
never dreamt he would turn out so game;
I'll slit his throat, and then no one will
get his pile if we don't.”

Dick heard these words and for the first
time groaned aloud; he had not made a
sound when the men with devilish cruelty
had tried to make him speak, but what
guvod would his silence be to Eisie if he
dled?" ;
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Fitzsimons, who was accompanied by two
of the mounted police from Warrabuloo,
tenderly unbound the cords that were cut-
ting his wrists, while the elder officer ex-
claimed, “This is some of Mexican Joe's
work, 1 bet, the flend! And he has only
just gone, too. I'm afraid there's no chance
of capturing him at present, if he's
mounted on his mustang, Sunbeam, but
we'll soon be on his track.”

They lald Dick cn his bed, and dressed his
burns as well as they were able, Presently,
a long shuddering sigh burst from his lips,
and he opened his eyes {o see the compas-
slionate face of his friend bending over
him.

« “Fitz, old boy!"” he whispered, “is it safe?
Did I tell those wretches where 1 had hid-
den it?—the gold, I mean; that is what they
wanted. But how did you come?” he went
on. “Who told you?”

“Your buy, Pete,” answered Fitzsimons."
“Those two devils tled the poor little chap
up to a gum tree, and left him to dle; but
they did not reckon on a blackfellow's
power of twisting and wriggling. Terrified
of some harm happening to you, he tugged
and pulled and bit the rope till he got one
hand free, and by and by managed to undo
all the fastenings; then he ran to the police
station at Warrabuloo and gave warning.
His . wrists are in a fearful state, poor
faithful lad, so we made him go to the
hospital to have them attended to, or he
would have returned with us. From his
description we made sure it was Mexican
Joe; the police are on the lookout in ail
the surrounding district; we should have
caught them nicely if we had been here a
few minutes sooner.”

It was arranged that Fitzsimons and
Jones, the younger policeman, should spend
the night with Dick, and next morning, if
he were able to ride, they should go back
to Warrabuloo, where his injuries could be
better attended to; there was nothing now
to keep him at the Gulch, his friends would
settle up all his affairs. But Dick could not
rest till he had been assured of the safety
of his precious gold; so Fitzsimons, fol-
lowing his directions, went and found the
tin box intact in its hiding-place, and
brought it back to the man who had suf-
fered so much to keep its whereabouts a
secret.

Dick passed a restless night, the pain
from his burns was sometimes almost in-
tolerable. Day had scarcely dawned be-
fore falthful Pete, his wrists swathed in
bandages, made his way back to his mas-
ter's side, and when Dick awoke after an
uneasy slumber he encountered the affec-
tionate gaze of his black boy, whose eves
beamed with delight when he told him that
it was to his bravery he owed his life. But
when he saw the burns that disfigured his
master’'s face and hand, his anger and grief
were intense, and he swore he would track
Mexican Joe and help to bring him to jus-
tice. Dick thought nothing of this at the
time, but subsequent events proved the lad
had not forgotten his ocath. Next morning
Dick bade farewell to the place where he
and Enderby had worked and toiled so long
together, not forgetting to visit for the last
time the little bare spot with its rude head-
stone where his friend was sleeping his last
peaceful sleep.

Two months later he was on his way to
England to Elsie. His wounds were almost
healed, bu{ the doctors at Melbourne were
afraid that the muscles of his left hand
would be useless permanently. What he
felt more than anything was the parting
from Pete, who, broken-hearted at the
thought of losing his beloved master, beg-
ged piteously to be allowed to go with him,
But Dick was obliged to refuse his request,
knowing he would die soon if brought away
from the warmth of his native air to the
cold and changeable climate of England.
He commended the lad to hig friend Fitz-
simons, and left a sum of money to be used
for him at his friend's discretion; indeed,
the lad would never lack helpers, for the
police had been so struck with his bravery
and devotion to Dick that they had offered
him a post in connection with the police
station at Warrabuloo, feeling sure he
would be useful as a *“‘tracker,” an office
for which the Australian native iIs wonder-
fully adapted.

All attempts to capture Mexican Joe and
his accomplice were in vain, though he and
his gang had been heard of more than once.
A malil coach had been robbed and its pas-
sengers ill-treated; a bank had been plun-
dered and the body of a police officer had
been found brutally murdered; all these
outrages, rightly or not, were put down to
Mexican Joe.

Iike Dick Stanmore, we, too, will turn
our backs on Australia and visit the quiet
gtreet in the quaint old city of Chester,
where Elsie Enderby lived with her old
father. Mr. Campion had been a cashier
for many years in one of the first business
houses in the city, but, his health breaking
down, he was obliged to leave, and the firm,
appreciating his faithful services, settied
a pension on him, which just sufficed for
his and Elsie's simple wants. From time
to time Jack had sent money home, when-
ever he had been able to spare it.

Only a month before Elsie had recelved
the sad news of her husband's death. The
ghock had been dreadful, and the poor girl
would have broken down entirely had it
not been that her father had a relapse,
and for some days his life was despaired
of. She was forced to think of him and
forget her own trouble for a time. This
morning the May sunshine shone through
the open window into the little room where
she was sitting with her work. looking
wonderfully young and fair in her sombre
mourning garments; to please her father
she wore no widow's cap on her soft
brown halr. Her sweet blue eyes were sad
and wistful, and there was a pathetic droop
at the corners of her mouth, grevious to
se¢ in one so young.

She had received a telegram from Dick,
only the day before, telling her he had
arrived in England and was on his way
to see her. In due course of time he
arrived, looking bronzed and healthy after
his long sea trip. The meeting between
the two old friends was painful in the ex-
treme. Poor Elsie quité broke down when
Dick related to her the account of her
husband's last days, and told her how
he had striven to make a competency for
her.

“Why did he not come back before?”
she sobbed. “I was content with what we
had; he would have been alive and well
now, if he had not left home; I shall hate
the money he has left me,” she sald pas-
sionately. *“I feel as though it was the
price of his blood!"

Dick comforted the poor girl as well as
he was able, his heart aching intolerably
all the time at the sight of her tear-
stained, altered face; how he longed to have
the right to press her to his breast and
tell her how much he loved her! He spent
the evening with her and Mr. Campion,

“Ah! that touches him,” said Mexican
Joe, drawing out a large knife, but the
other hastily throwing up his hand, ex-
claimed: “Stop, Joe; I hear horses; let's
escape while we can. Quick, man, or it'll
be 100 late!™

Yes, there was undoubtedly the sound of
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who came downstairs for a short time after
tea, looking very frail and delicate. When
Dick was saying good night to them Elsie's

“If it were not for father,” she sald to
Dick, 1 feel as if I would never touch a
penny of it. But since his illness, he needs
so many comforts; only yesterday the doc-
tor =ald it would do him all the good in
the world to go to the seaside for a month
or two, so as soon as it can be arranged,
we will go to Llandudno or Barmouth."
Dick thought the idea a capital one, feeling
sure the change would benefit Elsie as well
as her father.

This first visit of Dick's was the pre-
cursor of many others. Mr, Campion was
always delighted to see him; his very
presence seemed to bring a healthy breezi-
ness into the quiet little home, Into which
many small luxuries and comforts had
gradually crept.

*“What a fine, manly fellow SBtanmore is,
Elsie!”" her father remarked one day. “I
never knew a young man so thoughtful and
considerate for others.”

“Yes!" acquiesced Eilsie quietly. *“Poor
Jack was well off In having such a true
friend.”

In July Elsie and her father set off for
the Welsh coast, and Dick went to visit
some relatives in Scotland. He felt the
best thing he could do at present, was to
keep away from Elsie, for the old love had
returned to his heart with redoubled force;
meanwhile he must wait patiently, and act
the part of a true-hearted and disinter-
ested friend to the poor young widow.

Six weeks of the pure sea air had brought
a faint tinge of color into Elsie's pale
cheeks, and made her father look a differ-
ent creature. He missed Dick, however, and
did not scruple to say so. Dick used to
play chess with him nearly every evening,
a game Into whose intricacies Elsie could
never really penetrate; she was not the
selightest good as an opponent.

“l wish Dick were here,”” he said one
morning, almost querulously, to Elsie, “he
sald he might join us here in Llandudno.
Can’t you write and ask him?"

“No, father dear,” she answered, quietly,
“you must remember he has a great many
friends and relatives to visit in the north,
we shall see him when we return home.”

They stayed another month at Llandudno,
where the interesting young widow and her
invalld father in his bath chalir, had been
great objects of curlosity to the visitors
there; then they returned to Chester great-
ly benefited by their stay at the queen of
Welsh watering places.

It was the middle of October before they
saw Dick again; he had been shooting with
his cousins in Scotland and then had been
over to Belfast, where an old uncle lived.
He was delighted at the change In both
Elsle and her father; she, especially, looked
a different being from the wan, broken-
hearted girl who had met him on his return
from Australia.

Dick had settled down to business in
Chester; though he possessed enough to
live on without working. He detested be-
ing idle, so he invested some of his capital
in the same business house where he had
been employed before he left England. The
routine of the office was at first irksome to
Eim, but by degrees he got to like it, and
threw all his energies into the business,
&0 that the two senior partners of the firm
congratulated themselves upon securing
such an energetic and enterprizsing young
partner.

His evenings were for the most part
spent at the little house in Beau-
champ road; its peaceful atmosphere was
to him perilously sweet. One night he told
them that a friend of his, Arthur Fitz-
simons by name, was coming over unex-
pectedly from Australia; some property
had been left him, and he was coming to
Fngland abecut it, and he would spend a
few days at Chester with his old friend.

“I should like to bring him with me one
evening,”” he sald to Elsie, “I am sure you
would lfke him, he is such a straightfor-
ward, genuine fellow, and Jack was fond
of him.”

“Bring him by all means, my dear Dick,”
gald Mr. Campion; “you know any friend
of yours will be heartily welcome.'

S0 a week or two later, Dick came in,
accompanied by his friend Fitzsimons. It
was the latter’s first visit to England, be-
ing Australian born and bred, though his
tather had originally come from the neigh-
borhood of Manchester; he was delighted
with everything he saw, all was =0 new
and strange to him.

After the early supper, the three sat
round the fire and talked; Mr. Campion
not feeling very well had retired to bed
soon after tea. At half-past nine, there
came & ring to the front door bell, and a
man’'s voice was heard, asking if he could
see Mr. Stanmore a moment on a matter of
business; so Dick went out to see what was
wanted, and the others were left alone.
Naturally their talk turned upon Australia,
and the new-comer told Elsie many things
about the life her husband and Dick had
passed there; never before had she realised
the hardships of their lot. Then, somehow,
Pete's name was mentioned, and Fitz-
simons told her how devoted the lad had
been to his master, and how he had saved
his life. Elsie was intensely interested, and
asked many questions which showed her
ignorance of the affair with Mexican Joe.

Fitzsimons was surprised, and asked, “Do
You mean to say, Mrs. Enderby, that Dick
has never told you how he received those
sCcars on his;s face and hands?"

*“No, he never did,” said Elsie, her blue
eyes growing large with wonder,

“Dick is a hero, Mrs. Enderby!” said
Fltzsimons with emphasis, “if ever there
was one,” and he went on to relate to her
the whole story, omitting none of the de-
tails, By the time he had finished, Elsie's
eyes were filled with tears, and her face
had gone quite pale. Percelving-this, Fitz-
simons sald with compunction, *“Forgive
me, Mrs. Enderby, I was a brute to tell you
the whole story; but you see,” he went on,
“the money was a sacred trust left by your
Iusband with Dick, and I really believe he
would rather have died than revealed its
hiding-place to those two wretches.”

“Poor Dick!" Elsle answered. “How noble
¢f him. I am very glad indeed you have
told me, Mr. Fitzsimons.” Just then the
subject of their conversation entered the
room and apologized for being to long
away, “Oh, Dick!" Elsie burst out impul-
sively, her voice tense with emotion, “why
did you mever tell us how you recefved
those burns on your hand and face? It was
a brave deed!”

Dick blushed like a girl as he answered,
“It was nothing, Elsie, any fellow would
have done the same; old Fitz here must
have been exaggerating, I think.,”

That night Elsie could not sleep, she lay
awake for hours, and pictured the horrid
scene over and over again. Not one man
in ten thousand would have gone through
‘such an ordeal, she felt sure. What a hero
Dick ‘was, she thought, and so modest, too.

Mr. Fitzsimons left Chester for London in

e¢yes fell on his left hand which was scarred
“Whatever have you done to your hand,
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perior Garments

The name Besten & Langen is synonymous with high
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tucked. Prices $1.75 to 37.50.

stores.

Stores

quality in Ladies’ Apparel. We fourded this business on a
basis of QUALITY and EXCLUSIVENESS. Our rapid
growth has been due to this fact, and to-day, with our large
stores here and in Louisville, we are the largest bandlers
of Ladies’ Garments in America, and for this reason we get
advantages in buying that are denied others. Our present &
showing is beyond question the handsomest, best and most ‘
reasonable in price that we have ever brought on.

Tailor Suits—Over sixteen hundred of them, and the prices range from $13.75 to $200.00. Every
possible style, color and kind represented. The ones at $16.75, $18.50 up to $40.00 are especially good,
and all have that air of exclusiveness that characterizes our garments.

Separate Dress Skirts—We have an endless variety and the prices are from $5.75 to $80.00.

Rich Furs—Everything from the little neckscarf to the handsome coats made from the rarest
skins and costing hundreds of dollars.

Flannel Waists -In black and all the pretty high colors. All are beautifully stitched and

Silk Waists—We have a most pleasing line in black and every color, from $5.00 up to $50.00.
Our Rainy-Day Skirts—Hang right, are made right, and the same strles cannot be found in other

Visitors to Indianapolis during Carnival week will find it a rare treat to look through our line.
We also wish to remind you that we are members of the Merchants’ Association—jyour fare will there-

fore be refunded by shopping with us,

“Welcome home again, Dick,” sald Mr,
Campion, shaking hands with him heartily,
“we thought you had almost forsaken
England.”

“Father is delighted to see you again,
Dick,” said Elsie with a smile. “He in-
tends to demolish you cruelly at chess;
for the last few weeks he has done little
else but study problems and openings.”

During the course of the evening, Dick

produced an Australian paper from his
pocket, saying as he did so, I am sure
you will be interested in hearing this,
Elsie,” and he read as follows:

“Our readers will no doubt be surprised
and delighted to learn that at last the
efforts of our police have been successful,
and the capture of the celebrated bush-
ranger, Mexican Joe, is an accomplished
fact. This desperado, who-is supposed to
be an Indian half-breed, has been the
author of most of the robberies and out-
rages that have taken place in this dis-
trict for the last ten years. He is described
as a middle-aged man, of a cruel and re-
lentless nature; some of his deeds are al-
most too horrible to relate. We must in-
deed congratulate ourselves that such a
monster has been trapped at last, and that
he will speedily end his days on the scaf-
fold, a fate which he richly deserves. We
understand that his capture was owing to
the sharpness of a little black boy, who
had been employed by the police at Warra-
buloo as a tracker for a few months; he
recognized his man at the Bundor race-
course, though he was elaborately dis-
guised, and clung to him desperately whilst
calling for assistance. The boy Pete, we
hear, was formerly in the employ of Mr.
Richard Stanmore, late of the Black Gulch.
Gully, whose brutal treatment by Mexican
Joe and his accomplice caused so much
sensation nearly a year ago.”

“How thankful I am they have caught
him at last, the wretch!"” said Elsie vindic-
tively, “what a clever lad Pete must be!”

Dick smiled at her expression and said,
“1 did not realize you had such a revenge-
ful nature, Elsie, it is quite a revelation
to me.”

“I am not so as a rule,” she said, “but
when I remember the way he treated you,
I think I could go and see him hanged.”

Dick waited till more than a year had
passed after Enderby’'s death, before he
spoke to Elsle of his love. It was an ex-
quisite summer evening and he had pur-
suaded her to go a’'row with him up the
river, where he often spent some of his
spare time. He had consulted a specialist
about his injured hand, and his treatment
had done it much good; he advocated ex-
crcise for the muscles, which were not all
destroved. The hand would always remain
unsightly, but Dick was thankful to have
the use of it again, After row'ng for more
than an hour, he fastened the boat to the
bankside under the shadow of some fir
trees. All was still save for the murmur
of insects and the lap of the water against
the sides of the boat, the setting sun tinged
the peaceful waters with a golden glory,
and the air was sweet with the scent of
honeysuckle and new mown hay.

In that quiet spot, Dick told Elsle how
long he had loved her, how he was going
to speak of his feelings for her when
Enderby came to him in hot haste, de-
claring that he loved Elsle Camplon madly,
and that if she did not return his affection
life would have no more happiness for
him: so he had suppressed his love in
favor of his lifelong friend. As he pleaded
passionately for one word of hope, Elsie
crimsoned to the tips of her little ears,
and said, her lips trembling as she spoke:

“I cannot help myself, Dick; I do love
you. God forgive me {f it is too soon."

He clasped her rapturously to his breast,
and kissed away the tears that were filling
her eyes, saying:

“Nay, dearest, not too soon, I am con-
vinced if Jack saw us now, he would be
pleased at the ldea. One of his last words
to me were to take care of Elsie, and how
can I do it better than by becoming her
most devoted and loving husband. Dear
Jack, his memory will ever be green In
our hearts.”

Then they made their way home again,
through the shimmering path of the
waters, their breasts filled with a great
content.

Three months later a quiet little wedding
took place, not in the stately cathedral,
but in a quaint lttle church on the out-
skirts of the city.

To few has it been granted to pass such

a happy married life as was given to Eilsie | term the t of sten " “book- Friends, who do not countenance war.
tanm their happi- | keeping, type For some time the corporation eof Glas-
and Dick 8 ore, but in all ha usually um“m‘”dm“hgmu“ﬂﬁ gow has taken comparatively small sums
ness and prosperity, surrounded by loving been introduced in the public schools in | of money on deposit, and theé experiment
and beautiful children, the little lonely | many cities. has worked well boldened by thia suc-
grave in faraway Australia was never | There is a church in Charing Cross road, | £F%% the Slsment of the coiy
forgotten, and as Dick had said to Elsie on has had strange viciasi- N N e e
the river that evening in June, the memory | . e I1, then l‘i.n::::ou"sukt"lg One of the first measures to be presented
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Twenty=four Offices in U. S.

BEAUTIFUL TEETH (a set) $2.50
lFULL UPPER and LOWER $5.00

Until October

155th Only)

We are extending the time for these sets on account of “‘Carnival Week."
Impressions can be taken in the morning and the teeth inserted the same day-
This isan u;:lprcccdented offer, as these sets are worth several times the amount-

P

These speci

rices are for sets of teeth ONLY. :

No Cocaine........No Ether.........No Chloroform

FREE EXTRACTION WHE

BEST TEETH ARE ORDERED

—

When you come to us you place your ||
case with the oldest established and |
most reliable dentists in the city. Our ||
best teeth are fitted in on wax, facial
contour is restored, the size, color and |
shape of tooth selected to sult you. R

Our extractor has made painless ex-
traction of teeth a specialty for ten
vears; i= one of the very few dentists in
the world who does nothing but ex-
tract; s acknowledged to be one of the
most able extractors in the country.

We are the only Dentists in the State who Manufacture
and administer Vitalized Air. <

TAFT’S DENTAL PARLORS

Open 8 a. m. to 6 p. m.
Sunday 9a. m. to 1 p. m.

OUT OF THE ORDINARY.

(Cairo is the greatest town of Africa; its
inhabitants number 500,000, 25,000 being
Europeans.

Most spiders are possessed of polson-
fangs, but very few are dangerous to hu-
man beings.

A married couple living near
Pa., who were childless, have
fourteen children.

A dlvision of the wheat crop in Ellis
county, Kansas, would not give each resi-
dent more than 1,333 bushels,

It is said that this vear's cotton crop
will pay for the cost of production and en-
rich the South with a profit of $200,000,000.

The largest body of water in the world
having no outlet in the ocean is the Cas-
pian sea, it being 180,000 square miles in
extent.

For the third time in twenty years
Great Britain has a general election on
hand at the same time as the United
States,

A Chinaman cannot obtain naturaliza-
tion in the United States, but the Amer-
jcan-born children of Chinese residents are
citizens by birth.

The Angora goat is so highly valued in
South Africa that the government of Cape
Colony has levied an export duty of %0
per head on each goat exported.

The natives of Hawali, be they ever so
poor, never steal or beg. These offenses
are confined almost exclusively to the
Portuguese residents of the island.

There are now on the reservations in
New York State 480 Indians, and a mis-
sionary says at least five-elghths of them
adhere to the old pagan religion, rites and
superstitions.

Modern machinery is fast finding its way
to the small farms in Cuba. Hardware
dealers of Havana state that thelr trade
during the past few weeks has picked up
wonderfuliy.

The Sovereign Grand Lodge of Odd Fel-
lows, ‘j:c{:l recent ulstskt;ln‘ln tl;mh?gﬁd'
Ya., re a propos or the a -
slon of Indians having one-eighth or less
of red blood in their veins.

California wines are shipped to France,
French labels placed on the bottles, and
the goods brought back to the United
States and sold at prices to pay all ex-
penses and a good profit for the trouble.

Aluminium has been one of the coming
metals for a long time, but at last it has
arrived. It is now getting largely into the
arts and utilities. Its range is all the way
from a picture frame to a frying pan.

With the beginning of the present school

Throop,
adopted

25 West Washington Street
Opposite News,
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The wisest wisdomdsthe
wisdom of health. Moth-
er's Friend is a wise lini-
ment., It was made after

many
ments by an emi-

nent  physician
who felt that

something should
: be done loﬂdhﬂ—
ate woman's suffering.
other's Friend was ?:f.
resultof thiswork and it
does all it was intended
todo—helps women through
this dreadful time. With it,
she need fear uot.htns. ftis
for external use, and by ity
wonderful pengtrating
SeRscies (9 Doar the stiels
musc
almost

t there pain.
%'Jﬂm“&..&

Write for oar free fllastrated book, “
Sfore Baby is Born.” -

States combined; more books of a serious
nature especially, since France pu

only a quarter as many novels as

and pnly half as many as

States,

Russia {s primarily an agricultural coune
try. and must always be such.
vegetables, timber and cattle-raising,
their clogsely allied products, are the maine
stay of the Russian wo . But mane
ufactures have increased of late years to
an almost marvelous degree.

Canton, China, the queeresf
street in the world. It is roofed m
glazed paper, fastened on bamboo,
contains more signboards to the square
foot than any street in any other country.
It contains no other shops but those of
apothecaries and dentists,

The highest ce ever pald for residence
property In the city of New York., and
perhaps in the country, was given recently
by Harley T. Procter, an opulent soap man
of Cincinnati-—$800,000 for a lot 1 feet
front by 125 feet deep at the corner of Fifth
avenue and Fifty-second street.

A firm of cogoa manufacturers in Bir-
mingham, England, has just declined to
bid for a contract for thirty tons of cocon
for the British troops in Bouth Africa.
This action was taken from religious mo-
tives, the members of the firm being




